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CHICAGO NOTES 



LAKE FRONT AT NIGHT 



At the edge of a beautiful gulf of gloom and stillness 

The city rises — 

Glittering with millions of spangles 

Seen between the dull smoke of the trains, 

That struggle and tug laboriously 

And bump empty freight-cars into each other 

With a noise like surf collapsing. 

Beyond there is windy darkness — 

One or two lights low down 

Seemingly blurred by mist, 

And waterish stars; 

For the wind is bringing rain 

To stream down the spangled faces, 

And make the light-terraces melt together 

Growing more dim. 

But the engines cough and call ; 
One or two lights in the silence 
Watch the night shutting slowly down dark doors on the 

city. 
Behind her spangled mask 
She frowns a little, standing more weary, 
But still casting out on the darkness 

[139] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Her glory, where winds will whirl it 
Through dry splinters of grass on the dunes 

THE MONADNOCK 

Pylon for some incomplete gateway 

Through which the high priests of the sun 

Might blow their trumpets in the morning, 

Strong red and yellow buttress, 

What breed of desert dwellers 

Left you here in the midst of the city, 

To mock with your severity 

The gaudy frippery of more bright facades, 

To smolder like a polished block 

Of dark Egyptian stone? 

LA SALLE STREET EVENING 

The facades glower bleakly, 
Each one a successive fiat. 

They oppose with unwearied sombreness 
The greenish light of the sky. 

They extend themselves f rontally : 
Immense stubborn cliffs of fatality, 
Motionless summits of denial, 
Striving with silent ambition 
To crush the last glimmer out. 
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